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other antiquities; and Julian and I, emerging through the gate, went a little
way round the outer wall, and saw the remains of the moat, and Lunii's
tower, a rent and shattered structure of John of Gaunt. The omnibus now
drove up, and one of the old [256] men at the gate came hobbling up to open
the door, and was rewarded with a sixpence; and we drove down to the
King's Head, and got some luncheon. It consisted of a prime round of corn-
beef, and some ale; real English cheer. We then walked out, and bought ten-
and-sixpence worth of prints of the castle, and inquired our way to the church,
and to the ruins of the priory. The latter, so far as we could discover them,
are very few and uninteresting; and the church, though it has a venerable ex-
terior, and an aged spire, has been so modernized within, and in so plain a
fashion, as to have lost what beauty it may once have had. There were a few
brasses and mural monuments, one of which was a marble group of a dying
woman and her family, by Westmacott. The sexton was a cheerful little man,
but knew very little about his church, and nothing of the remains of the
Priory. There is nothing else particularly to be told of this day, which was
spent very pleasantly amid this beautiful, green English scenery, these fine old
Warwickshire trees, these broad, gently swelling fields.

AT MRS. BLODGET'S, LIVERPOOL, SEPTr i6th, WEDNESDAY.

ON Monday, a warm and bright afternoon, Julian and I took a walk to-
gether to Warwick; a walk which I think I remember taking more than
once, when we were at Leamington two years ago. It ap[257]peared to me
that the suburbs of Warwick now stretch further towards Leamington than
they did then; there being still some pretty reaches of sylvan road, with border-
ing hedges and overshadowing trees, and here and there a bench for the
wayfarer; but then begin the vulgar brick dwellings for the poorer classes,
or the stuccoed Elizabethan imitation for those a step or two above them.
Neither, in the town itself, did I find such an air of antiquity as I thought I re-
membered there; though the old archway at the commencement of Jury Street
looks as ancient as ever. But the hospital close by it has certainly undergone some
transmogrification, the nature of which I cannot quite make out.

We turned aside, before entering the heart of the town, and went to the
stone bridge over the Avon, whence such a fine view of the Castle is to be
obtained. I suppose I have described it already; and therefore I have no
heart to attempt describing it again; but I am certain that there is nothing
more beautiful in the world, in such a quiet, sunny, summer afternoon,
as those gray turrets, and towers, and high-windowed walls, softened with
abundant foliage intermixed, and looking down upon the sleepy river, along
which, between the bridge and the castle, the willows droop into the water.
Many spectators have stood on the bridge and admired it, as is evidenced by
their initials cut [258] into the soft freestone of the balustrade; and it was
pretty to observe how the green moss had filled up some of these letters,
as if it were taking pains to make them legible. I have observed the same